The true endures for ages yet unborn 



The floors are a cryptocrystalline form of silica, 
formed of very fine intergrowths of the minerals 
quartz and moganite 
Around the edges are stars in 
A studded car crash 

Eating a whole lemon so we could imagine the colour yellow 

I had impoverished the space 

So we could return to the fate of sensation 

I couldn't quite decipher whether it was 

#trashy or #flashy 

And I knew all the boys would love her 

Maybe it would make me attractive by association 

Just to converse about her in the shower or practising gymnastics 

Girls tend not to be as honest when it comes to masculinities 

There are jesmonite vases reflecting in the bike lights 

I always forgot 

I get sick every single time you put those 
Contact lenses in or complain of them 
They're the closest thing to 
Stain schemas 

I just ought to enact the possibility of the Worst to myself 

the risk of estrangement. It's a perverse interiority 

I guess I ought to increase the mirtazapine 

I just extracted and abstracted years of training 

And isolated delvings into theory 

Without having to recite anyone but myself. 

Although its quite a good device 

As is writing something in this format 

I think it's kind of generous for you 



Look how confined I am in this tight tight space 

Breathing all across the paper licking the surface with ink 

Untied from the corners 

Facing the wall on top of the bedside table 

Fucking in the glove compartment 

Pissing in jam jars 

crying in milk bottles 

Perfecting breakfast: to finally wake up to abjection 

On toast and in coffee 

Too femme to function outside 

But Inside Inside Inside Inside Inside 

To be present in every space, every object, every reminder; eternally Present 
tick 

Plan A leaves the room. 

acknowledge why art 

Is more slippery than text 

Halfway up the basement stairs 

Uncleanliness the fact of dirt 

Thinking about the space in place of dwelling 

Encroachment of the filthy 

Then approaches for bringing materiality 

Closer to our doorsteps 

Regarding elitisim, this access to good-living 

Certain niches 

Yet so easy to not actually access it 

Let it stand in as a placebo of nourishment 

How might the restrictive the forgettable 

Expanded into a culinary materialism 

Subtracted and closed 

Finished 



Something so banal without attaching philosophy to it 

Blase mundane banal stretched 

To a synthesis an experimentation 

Rigid cold analysis 

An encounter on the street 

Who is responsible for the nourishment 

Abstract, essential and mystic articulated through 

Simplicity of mundane materials 

Look at that painterly tradition of symbolism 

High art, lowly life 

Embedded and corresponded to the Apostles 
The marriage of the banal and the mythological 
What is it actually supposed to stylise 
Needs becoming absolutely universalised 
Choreography is arising 

Benjamin wrote on the theme of incorporation 

I take it into myself I add to my physical self 

A process of destruction 

Taking from something else to put into me 

The primal process, at once so profane and entirely humane 

Impelled and participating in change 

You turn me to into the mystic 

Polemics embedded in futuristic mechanisms 

In the expense of everything before 

Eat the machine 

The habits of modern living. . . 

For synaesthesia lets enunciate the commodity 

Ephemera 

Incite the eminence 

The totalitarian impulse 



Coercing the public into the agenda 

Assisting with the production of the work 

A conduit for modernity 

You the machine amongst many machines 

He will promise you autumn bullets with thrushes and sage 

Augmenting a message on a plate of the zig zag of snow 

As much a joke as it is serious 

Just a lavish party where these meals are made 

Distaste 

So much choice in the disorder, so mortal 

Not immortal 

My stomach is upset 

Excess in the liberation of Logorrhea 

Embracing excess rather than sobriety 

Revealing ideological misgivings of modernity 

Occurring in the Dionysian 

A delayed response to something 

The fact I could have been there 

That there will again be moments like it 

it's a simple declaration 

Silence can be music 

Readjusting the space for art to be defined 
Evidencing the ethos of collectivity by the brand 
A desired confusion of experience 
Ritualization of consuming the unknown 
What is food what might not be food 
Obsessive measuring a characteristic of society 
Preoccupied with hygiene and the desire to consume 
It's not so easy 

To understand how art can transcend the normal process of mortality 



The posterity of art is no longer important 
It's just a trigger for how we see things Outside 
Thanks to such objects and gestures 
Are gestures of women alone 

The invisible structures that determine space and place 
The technical gesture inhabited by necessity 
Bottle opener 
Knife 

Arbitariness of labelling things 

Naming it Heidi. 

We just move them and use them 

They move through the air in our hands 

And sometimes the most real things only appear 

And the untouchable becomes a memory, a beloved lost idea 

Like a magic trick 

Two tiny pink little lines 

that your class and hazy ambition demands you axe 

Seeing as the fantasy 

Was yet only a plague of anxiety 

Try harder to deterritorialise the ground 

Try as much as you can to shatter the great ontological category 
the regime of image to which we are intended to be so 
Greatly conflicted by 

Swindle yourself not of the very experience of difference 

Diagnose the subject-form and all is there 

An elaborate experience around certain conditions 

The dissolve of the reinforced separation 

Of inside and outside 

And you will realise that you will never be inhabited 
You have been liberated 



There is no principle of space to be inhabited by 

And feel a kiss from absence upon the forehead 

the anguish of the right to lose triumphing the right to keep 

and just a symptom of Invisible trauma 

she refuses another estrangement between 
the material enjoyment of material goods 

and the incorporeal gratification of art 

of which she wants to be concrete and real 

more than a matter of intellectual scrutiny 

Hysteria endorsing those practical thrills 

become the embodiment of inexorable unrest of 

thoughts and desires, appetites and frustrations 

and transience will absorb you into 

every object, every reminder 

eternally present. 



